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ble than usual.    Good-by; I shall be happy
to look at the Joconde with you.

XXXI.

Wednesday.

Is it not true that the devil is painted
blacker than he is ?

XXXII.

PARIS, Sunday night^ December.
YOUR letter did not surprise me for an
instant. I expected it. I know you enough
now to be sure that whenever you have a
good thought you repent of it. You know
very well how to gild the most bitter pills.
I owe you this justice. As I am not the
stronger, I can say nothing against your
heroic resolution not to return to the muse-
um. I know very well that you will do as
you like; only I hope that before a month
from now you shall regard me more charita-
bly. Frankly, this is what I think of you:
you like to give a vague aim to your co-
quetry, and that aim is I.ay. I hope to
